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DAVID NEWCOMB

Sleepings
I. The joy holding,
Hard sounds of play returning reveries,
With every breath yet hushed in each caress
Of waking sleep, and minglings with the breeze
Are all that's heard, are whispered nothingness.
Soft drifting from its form the mind is casting free
In time, and coolness cleaves detached
From life, no bedding now to press, no sound
Alone can reach, but light
Engulfing all, embraces tones
And shades in sense,
Amorphous dreams of dreams
Of dreams,
A corridor of light where sadness mixes thought
When misty down and tumble down and sleep awake.
The sun pours low and melts within the gloom,
For soon the boy shall wake, shall wake, for soon.
II. The young holding,
Good sounds they are to summon spring and race
To call the sun—Do linger now, need seems
Upon the wall for golden sifts of grace
To lift a form from sleep and not from dreams.
There sun shafts play off shades as breezes thin the screen
To hold the eyes in quietude;
And woven lids are basted by the strokes
Of brushing gold. Upon
The sill a nest where silent riffs
Of feathers flush
In liquid flowing baths
Of light.
Unaware but moving, slip in currents of the whole
Where misty down and tumble down and sleep awake.
The form comes up through images in sweep,
While rhythms hug preconscious wings to sleep.
3

III. The free holding,
The sounds aloof from recollections' pain,
The sounds of now with nearest thought the light
Of home; now breeze, from by the last refrain
To echo day; in, kingdoms of the night!
And stirring under lines of winding white, the birth
And sloping off of consciousness
Adorns the self repeating from the past.
The bird at last lifts off,
And sad is strength, a boy a man,
A father man,
To stand alone and see
Youth go.
As night upon the boy, and he upon a tear,
Then misty down and tumble down and sleep awake.
And feeling out of dream to shrieking thought
That hand should clasping hand; that hand shall not.
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A. DENIS BALY

The Great Globe Itself
I speak under the influence of strong provocation. For some years now I
have been like the Psalmist: "I said, I will take heed to my ways, that I offend
not with my tongue ... I held my tongue, and spake nothing: I kept silence,
yea, even from good words; but it was pain and grief to me. My heart was
hot within me: and while I was thus musing the fire kindled, and at the last I
spake with my tongue." (Psalm 39:1-4). The substance of this provocation is
the continual misuse in the press of this country, and even in books with
pretensions to scholarship, of the word "geography." As an example, let me
quote to you from the New York Times for January 23, 1961, "TunisianMoroccan relations are continuing to deteriorate, despite the ethnic, religious
and geographic ties that, in theory, make the two countries 'brother nations.
This statement disregards completely the fact that the two countries are
separated by the entire width of Algeria; that the eastern boundary of
Morocco is the formidable barrier of the High Atlas; that Morocco, in dis
tinction from Tunis, contains a high proportion of Berbers, who are ethnically
and linguistically distinct from the Arabs; that even in Arabic there is a
marked and immediately obvious difference in the spoken form of the lan
guage in the two countries; and that historically there is a cumulative experi
ence of separateness, for the differential settlement and colonization which
characterized the Roman imperial pattern in North Africa was repeated in
the nineteenth and twentieth centuries by the French. The Tunisian-Moroc
can tension could in fact have been predicted by any competent geographer
with something like certainty.
In my own particular area of research, that of Biblical geography, I meet
this kind of thing continually. The Westminster Historical Atlas of the Bible,
for instance, has the following to say, "One of the peculiar facts about the
history of ancient Palestine was the rivalry which existed between Judah and
Samaria. It is not explained by geography. Judah and Samaria form a con
tinuous geographical and economic unit; there is no natural boundary be
tween them. .. . Yet, in spite of the geographical unity of these districts, the
people of the two areas were more or less hostile to one another from the
early days of Israelite settlement through the New Testament period" (p. 57).
The Oxford Bible Atlas repeats the same error. In the Introduction there is
established an admirable principle concerning Palestine's geographical posi
tion in relation to the rest of the Near East: "It is not physical geography
alone which accounts for this, for we must study it also in terms of human
i n
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geography. Not only must the geography be related to the political, cultural
and ethnic factors, but the creative initiative of individuals in many areas of
human activity and thought must be considered a part of the complete pic
ture" (p. 9). This is, one would have thought, a sufficiently generous interpre
tation of the subject to satisfy even the most enthusiastic and exacting of
geographers. But what do we find on page 48? "No well-defined geographical
feature marks the boundary between the Hill Country of Ephraim and the
Hill Country of Judah." I cannot make this sentence mean anything other
than there is no immediately evident physical obstacle between the two,
which is exactly the limitation of the word "geography" against which we
have been warned in the beginning of the book.
You might imagine that this concern for physical features would result
in an accurate representation of them on the maps, but this is not so. The
Westminster Historical Atlas shows the Dead Sea extending several miles
further south than it actually does (an error which has been repeated in
every map in the Interpreter's Bible) and its representation of the relief of
the southern desert can be described most charitably as godly guesswork. The
Rand McNally Bible Atlas has a double spread map showing the cultivable
land extending far into the desert, which is an eschatological prediction
worthy of Ezekiel himself. Of course, as the Old Lady said of the Cruci
fixion, "It was all a long time ago, and perhaps it didn't really happen," and
so let me turn to some representations of the modern geography of the same
area. Kermit Roosevelt's book on Middle Eastern Oil has a map which
transfers Quwait from the Persian Gulf, where it belongs, to a more central
and convenient location on the Red Sea, and Benjamin Shwadran's study of
the Kingdom of Jordan has maps showing not one but two sturdy rivers
coursing through an area of continuous marsh from the Dead Sea to the Red
Sea, which is not only very nearly absolute desert but also uphill! He is, how
ever, apparently a believer in Ellsworth Huntington's theory of progressive
desiccation, for the final map, that for 1950, shows only one such river. It is
worth noting that so far I have still to read a review in which any of these
errors has been noticed, glaring though they are.
I have begun in this way, not in order to be flippant, but to provide you
with the evidence for my conviction that the present intellectual temper does
not include a belief that accuracy in these matters is important. I want to
persuade you that this temper is false, not on the general grounds that
accuracy is always imporant, but for the more specific reason that a proper
understanding of geography is necessary to an understanding of history, of
politics and of society, and that geography is indeed one of the basic, though
one of the most neglected, academic disciplines.
Geography, I would suggest to you, is the systematic study of everything
that is on the surface of the earth. It is, according to Richard Hartshorne,
6
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"concerned to provide accurate, orderly, and rational, description and inter
pretation of the variable character of the earth's surface"; it is "that discipline
that seeks to describe and interpret the variable character from place to place
of the earth as the world of man." To this end the geographer must sit, with
what humility he can command, at the feet of a variety of other scholars,
the climatologist and meteorologist, the physicist, geologist and chemist, the
botanist and the zoologist, the historian and the archaeologist. All these are
concerned in some measure with what happens on the earth's surface, and
the result of their researches is the material of geographical study, the func
tion of the geographer being to examine how these apparently disparate
studies are related to each other. His concern is the environment, the total
situation in which human activity is conducted, and also therefore the culture,
that is to say the expression of the environment through man's activity. His
particular contribution to human knowledge is the study of how the different
parts of the environment are related to each other, and the relationship more
over of environment to environment. As the great British geographer, P. M.
Roxby, was never tired of telling his students, "The primary concern of the
geographer is space-relationships."
But it would be a mistake to imagine that he is concerned with space to
the exclusion of time and that his is a static rather than a dynamic discipline.
There is a continual interaction between man and his environment. Man's
thinking is molded, perhaps more thoroughly than he normally realizes, by
the physical situation in which he finds himself. His literature constantly
reflects this fact, for his vocabulary depends upon the environment, and this
indeed is one major reason for the impossibility of translation. The Arabic
language, for instance, contains as many as five hundred words for a camel, as
against a beggarly two in English. A classic and oft-quoted example of this
problem is the difficulty of translating into the Eskimo tongue the well-known
Biblical phrase, "Behold the Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the
world." I believe that the translators finally got around the difficulty by say
ing, "Behold the baby seal of God," thereby displaying ingenuity if not
accuracy. But how could they be accurate? How could the Laplanders grasp
the menace inherent in the Biblical description of the sun, which "goeth forth
to the uttermost part of the heaven and runneth about to the end of it again;
and there is nothing hid from the heat thereof?"
But there is more to this, for man exercises a continual control of the
environment, clearing forests, building roads and cities, draining marshes,
cutting canals, erecting dams, and in all this upsetting endlesly the delicate
balance of nature. He does this whether he will or not, sometimes by the
patient labor of the farmer, sometimes by inadvertence, by destructive over
grazing or by the brutal wastage of a war. There is no end to the process, and
the geographer must take account of the fact that the accumulations of
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history are themselves part of the environment, to be considered along with
all the other features of it. No description of the Middle Eastern scene today
is an accurate one, if it takes no mention of the departed glories of Egypt,
of the Babylonian Captivity, of the Roman imperial system, of the Muslim
conquests and the Turkish lethargy. Nor is there any realistic conce pt of the
Chinese environment which does not include some understanding of the
Warring States, the Han Empire, the retreat of the Sung dynasty to the
south, the onslaught of the Mongols and the impact of the West. These do
not lie merely in the past. They are present realities, with which both the
local politician and the foreign diplomat must reckon. They are, for good or
ill, a living part of the Middle Eastern or the Chinese world.
It should by now be becoming clear that the environment is not a simple
thing, and that the various features of it do not necessarily have the effect that
one might imagine them to have. This is the danger of considering physical
features to be the major environmental and geographical factor, so that the
absence of them suggests that no geographical barrier exists. Of course moun
tains are an obstacle to movement, but not nearly so complete as one is
tempted to think. The Alps, splendide mendax> have proved but a poor
defense for Italy; the Basques are found on both sides of the Pyrenees, and
the Magyars on both sides of the Carpathians. The Guadarrama ranges, in
the center of the Spanish plateau, though considerably lower than the
Pyrenees, have proved almost as effective a boundary, and it would be more
true to say that Africa begins at the Guadarrama than that it begins at the
Pyrenees. In India the Satpura Hills, though not actually very high, have
nevertheless proved an important historic and cultural division.
By way of a detailed illustration of what I mean may we return for a
moment to that part of the world which I know best, Palestine and Syria?
One of the commonplaces of every book on the subject is that the Levant
coast is divided into four north-south strips, the coast plain, the western high
lands, the central rift valley and the eastern highlands. When one looks at a
physical map of the region, these strips are clearly apparent, and there can
be no doubt that throughout history movement has been channeled in northsotuh lines, along these four strips. This took place just as much during the
Crusades or the period of imperial Rome as it did in the Old Testament,
it has done ever since and continues to do so in our own day. However, the
fact that so much western attention has been concentrated on the smaller
region of Palestine, which forms only the southern section of the Levant
coast, has obscured two other structural facts of at least equal importance.
The first of these is that the real nucleus of the Levant lies otuside
Palestine in the great central massif of the Lebanon and Anti-Lebanon
Mountains, and these do not have a north-south direction, but a north-eastsouth-west one, in the massif itself these lines are dominant, but throughout
8

the Levant they are super-imposed on the north-south ones, though this may
not always be easily apparent in the surface features. Thus in Palestine itself
the north-south line is the most obvious, because of the great rift valley which
cleaves the country in this direction. However, the rift valley cuts across the
main line of highland which really lies athwart it and which may be traced
from the highlands of Judea in a north-easterly and not a northerly direction
as the physical map would suggest. In underlying structure the Judean high
lands are connected with Gilead on the east of the rift valley rather than
with the highlands of Ephraim and Samaria which form the northward
continuation of them on a physical map.
The other fact is that cutting right across the Levant coastal region
from west to east, that is roughly at right angles to the coast, is a series of
very important lines of weakness. One of these starts at Tripoli in Lebanon,
and may be traced completely across Arabia into Iraq, past the town of
Horns, the oasis of Palmyra and the ancient city of Mari. Another strikes
inland in the latitude of the Lake of Galilee. A third crosses the four northsouth strips just level with the north end of the Dead Sea, and a fourth at
the southern end of the Dead Sea. All these have formed important lines of
division, and barriers to easy north-south movement so that as well as the
north-south strips which are so evident on the physical map, there are also
to be recognized these east-west zoens cutting across them.
It is in these two facts that lies the secret of the perpetual division be
tween the northern and southern halves of the country. The trend of the
underlying structure towards the north-east has meant that different rocks
are exposed in Judah and in Samaria, that is to say in the southern and
northern sections, and this has helped to differentiate them. Moreover, along
the line of weakness which I mentioned in the latitude of the north end of
the Dead Sea movement is very much easier from west to east than it is
from north to south, for here side-valleys provide easy access to the moun
tains. Every historical invasion of the western highlands throughout history
has been made up these valleys, and it is this line of constant movement
across the highlands which has helped to separate the northern and southern
sections from each other for they lie to each side of it. When you add to this
the fact that the rainfall is greater and more assured in the north than it is
in the south you have produced such a difference in environment that the
cultural response in each region is bound to be different. I may say that there
are other geographical factors in the environment which further increase this
separation, but for the moment these are sufficient.
This cultural response may be illustrated by the types of products grown.
The Israelite way of life, as I am sure that you know, was based upon the
three staples, wheat, and vines and olives, that is to say, "Wine that maketh
glad the heart of man, that giveth him a cheerful countenance, bread that
9
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strengthened man's heart." The Israelites were entirely limited by the fact
that their system depended on growing these three things together, and never
at any time in the whole 2000 years of Biblical history did the Israelites
occupy and colonize any area in which this could not be done. But there
were variations within this overall pattern, for in Judah, south of the dividing
line, the dominant member of the trinity was the vine; to the north of the
line in Ephraim it was the olive, and further north still in Samaria it was
wheat. Moreover, this is still true today, and so effective is the geographical
differentiation of the two areas that they have never completely coalesced,
and the modern Israeli boundary strikes inland along the same line of weakness to divide them even now.
The decisive geographical factor then is not the presence or absence of
any one type of geographical feature, but the cumulative effect of all of them,
existing as they do in each area in a peculiar relation to each other. It is notewor thy, for instance, that of the four great canyons which carve the eastern
plateau of Trans-Jordan into clearly distinguishable segments, only one, the
southernmost, has ever formed a definite political boundary for any prolonged
period. As far as I can discover the other three did not have this character
during the whole of the Biblical history, and they served as boundaries did
so O nly for temporary strategic reasons. This is because they do not coincide
with divisions between different ways of life. There are four quite distinct
ways of life on the plateau, the agricultural system of the region of Bashan
in the north, the highland forest system of Gilead south of it, the pastoral
system of Moab to the south of that, and the mercantile system of Edom
further south still. It was the divisions between these that formed the normal
boundaries between the territories of Syria to the north, the eastern extension
of Israel in Gilead, the kingdom of Moab in the pastoral region, and Edom
in the most southerly merchantile section. Perhaps this fact has not yet been
revealed to the cartographers, for every Biblical atlas of which I have knowl
edge shows the boundaries along the edges of these tremendous canyons,
because that, according to the "common sense' view, is where the frontiers
ought to be.
I have used the Palestinian space as something of a laboratory experiment
because it is, after all, the area that I have studied in the greatest detail, but if
what I have said has any validity, then similar phenomena should be observ
able in other parts of the world. This I believe to be true, and by way of
illustration I should like to call your attention to each extremity of the great
world island, and in each case to a tour de jorce of cohesion, continually
repeated in the course of history, despite quite formidable physical obstacles.
The first of these is along the battered, storm-swept, shores of western
Europe, where the great continental mass has been frayed by the Atlantic
gales into a multitude of peninsulas and islands. On one of the peninsulas,.
10
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in the extreme south-west of Wales, there stands a village, hardly larger than
Gambier, and in the middle of it a magnificent cathedral, the great cathedral
of Saint David's, reckoned in medieval piety on of the most sacred sites in
Europe, and enhanced in virtue by the difficulty which the pilgrim had in
reaching it. Again and again I have seen it stated in books that the reason
why the cathedral was built in such an apparently inaccessible spot with all
the extensive ecclesiastical buildings whose ruins today surround it, was that
the monks fled the world and sought there the seclusion that such a location
provided. Nothing could be further from the truth. The cathedral was built
there because it was the center of a whole vortex of movement which
fluorished certainly as early as the fascinating megalithic culture of about
2,000 B.C., and extended well into the medieval period. The persistent
sanctity of the Saint David's region is well shown by the fact that when Stonehenge was built, a large number of the stones were brought there all the way
from the Prescelly Hills near Saint David's.
It is true that the continual tendency of European peoples to move west
ward towards the Atlantic has meant a constant pressure of the previous
peoples into these western peninsulas and islands, so that the inhabitants of
these extremities had always in common that ancient culture which persisted
in the west when the rest of Europe had been "modernized." They remained
neolithic while the Beaker Folk were already introducing the use of bronze
to the main body of the continent, and they remained Christian while the
Barbarian invasions were imposing upon so much of Europe what for want
of a better term we call "the Dark Ages." But what is important for our pur
pose is that these ancient cultures, compressed as they were into these rocky
cul-de-sacs, do not become the vestigial remnants which we might well have
expected. There is nothing here quite comparable to the fossilized religions
of the Middle Eastern regions of refuge. Instead the culture often takes on
new life, and becomes vigorous, creative, and even at times emphatically
missionary. The obstacle of a barren, inhospitable, environment, and quite
exceptionally stormy seas, is continually overcome.
The explanation lies in the surprising similarity of these apparently
isolated peninsulas to each other. They are most of them structurally alike,
for here are to be found some of the most ancient rocks of Europe, intensely
hard and productive of only a meager soil cover. Most of the softer rocks have
in fact been eroded by the ceaseless Atlantic storms. Moreover, there are
important likenesses in the climate. Certainly, the coasts of Spain and Por
tugal enjoy all the benefits of brilliant summer sunshine while even the
southern coasts of Norway are bleak and chilly, but the heat of summer is
not the operative factor. What are much more important are the scudding
salt-laden winds which almost inhibit tree-growth in any area exposed to
them, and the common experience of very moderate temperatures in winter.
11

So effective is this that Mediterranean shrubs will grow on the Welsh coast*
and the sub-tropical fuschia forms luxuriant hedges even as far north as the
Shetland islands.
Between these peninsulas and islands there developed a vigorous trade
and a stimulating exchange of ideas, a whole culture, in fact, based upon this
community of interest, a culture whose reality and persistence may be illus
trated today by the fact that the Welsh can understand the language of the
people of Britanny (a fact of which 1 believe use was made by the allies during
World War II). The treacherous tides and tempests of the seas, which these
people made their own, precluded any certainty of landfall as they moved
from one rocky coast to another. They landed wherever the domineering
weather took them. Consequently, every peninsula had a central meeting
point to which the traders made their way. This was the sacred area, the
goal of the voyager and the center of pilgrimage. So it is that Saint David's
stands, not upon the cliffs, but several miles inland, a central sanctuary com
parable to Quimper in Brittany, Santiago di Compostella in north-western
Spain and Kirkwall in the Orkneys.
The way of life was, of course, the way of the sea, and it is somewhat
amusingly illustrated by a medieval carving on a miserere seat in Saint
David's cathedral. This shows three men in a little boat on a stormy sea. One
of them, who is obviously foreign to this way of life, is leaning on the gun
wale in a lamentable state of dissolution; another is holding the man's head
to make sure that he "does it well over the side," and behind them the local
boatman is roaring with laughter.
My other example of the triumph of a way of life over physical obstacles
is taken from the imperial history of China, and the astounding ability of
the government at Loyang or Peking to exercise control over oases of the
Tarim Basin, from which it is separated by about two thousand miles of
some of the most difficult terrain in the world. Admittedly, the Chinese
control of Central Asia has been far from continuous, and during the two
thousand years in which it has been attempted, that is to say from the begin
ning of the Han empire, effective control has been exercised only for about a
quarter of this time, during five major periods of which the present Chinese
rule in Sinkiang is the latest. Nevertheless, what is striking is that the attempt
at control has been so persistently made, for by any reckoning the effort is an
enormous one. Not until the 1920's did modern means of transport begin
tentatively to displace the ancient methods, and until then it took a camel
caravan as much as a year to make the journey from Kashgar to Peking, a
great many travellers of whom we have record taking even longer. Much of
the journey must be made through a pitiless desert, ever open to the attacks
of the steppeland hordes. The wonder is not that the stations along this road
were so frequently enveloped by the desert tide, but that they were so per
sistently brought back within the Chinese orbit, and that despite all the
12

protests of the scholar gentry the successive Chinese governments so steadily
regarded the distant Taklamakan as part of the Chinese system.
The commonly accepted explanation of this phenomenon is economic,
the spur being in this view the wealth which accrued to China from the
fabulous silk trade, over which so many scholars have drooled in ecstasy,
but there is reason to believe that this explanation is insufficient. There is no
doubt that traffic in silk and other luxuries did pass along this road, leaving
the true China behind at the Jade Gate in Lanchow, to enter the dread region
"outside the mouth," and to proceed thence for month after month across
the Etzin Gol and into the wilderness of the Gobi, a vast area of desolation
which must be crossed before the threshold of the Tarim oases is reached.
Nevertheless, there is little evidence that the Chinese court considered this
trade as an important source of revenue, or that they were more than occasion
ally aware of the existence of a society in the West with which such trade
was possible.
Instead, their efforts at controlling this road seem to have been stimulated
by the need to turn the flank of the dwellers in the steppe and so to contain
them that they would cease to be a menace to the Middle Kingdom. To this
end they needed a center of power on the further side of the steppe, and this
they found in the line of oases which surround the Tarim Basin in the
province of Sinkiang. There are great differences between Sinkiang and
China proper, for the Tarim Basin is a desert, and that is exacdy what the
eighteen provinces are not. However, at the foot of the towering ranges of
the Altyn Tagh and the Tien Shan are these oases, islands of cultivation,
divided from each other by a sea of desolation. Their irrigation system was
sufficiently similar to that of China to make possible, even across these
fantastic distances, a Chinese colonization, and the establishment, twelve
months' journey away, of outposts of the Chinese order. Contact between
them and their homeland was maintained by a tenuous chain of sub-oases,
following the foot of the Richtofen ranges, but even when these succumbed,
as they so often did, to the attacks of the nomads and the paralysis of the
Chinese court, the break was never final. The environmental factors continued to exert their influence, and in time the road was re-opened and the
Chinese merchants and officials came back once more to the familiar world
of Kashgar, Yarkland or Khotan.
I hope that I have said enough to convince you of the necessity of under
standing geography if you are to understand history, and of the danger of
those brief introductory chapters on geography with which so many history
books begin. Geography is a discipline in her own right, the helpmeet and
not the concubine of the historian. The two subjects need to be studied
together, and I regret that in so many institutes of higher learning it is felt
that an introductory course in history is a sufficient basis for the study of
society, and that in those places were geography is taken seriously it has
13

fallen prey to that narrow specialization which is the curse of our educauona
system. I should like to close with a suggestion as to why I understand
the subject to be of present importance, even though I have drawn a11
illustrations from history, and some of it very ancient history at that, ihe
environment remains today hardly less of a powerful factor in the make-up
of any society, and therefore a vital subject of study if we are to understan
that society.
One such society which is resolutely excluded from our cognizance is
that of China, and the Chinese phenomenon is one which I am convinced
we neglect at our peril. It is idle for us to act as if keeping our eyes closed
long enough would make it disappear, and yet, if my thesis is correct, we
shall understand it, and know how best to come to terms with it, only it we
have comprehended the endless interplay of history and geography within
the Chinese space. There is a rhythm within that space which depends upon
environmental factors, upon the interaction of the rice culture sout o t e
Tsin-ling with the millet culture to the north of it, upon the relation ot the
Tibetan heights to Sinkiang, he Red Basin of Szeschwan and the plains ot
Hindustan, upon the naure of the Red Basin itself so well protected by the
narrow gorges of Ichang, upon the part played by the triple city of an ow
at the cross roads of the Middle Kingdom, upon the isolation of the Fukien
coast, the Shantung peninsula and the Cantonese flood plain. It is to t ese
places, Szechwan, Hankow, Canton, Fukien, Shantun, that I would look tor
that counter-movement which sooner or later must make of Chinese om
munism not Communism as we know it, but a peculiar and a Chinese thing.
I say this because the Chinese way of life has often had to retreat in t c
past, and its refugees have been those which have been prepared for it >
nature, and because the regions of creation anywhere in the world are never
central to a major way of life. Instead they are ma rginal, regions in which
the system prevailing in the major area can no longer be taken for granted,
because here it reaches the limit of its natural extent. Such margina regions
are often small and unimpressive in the general pattern of the world's affairs,
but they are places in which man is forced to choose between two possi e
orders, both of which he can here envisage, and both of which are here
reasonably presented as a viable system. It is upon these frontiers that t e
new ideas are hammered out, and from their often unattractive situation
that men go out for the conversion of the world, Saint Boniface from Britain
into Europe, and Confucius from Shantung, or Sun\ at Sen from Canton, to
the persuasion of China. For this reason I would urge Britain into the
tn
mon Market, whatever the risks that must be run. A Britain that is margina
to Europe in this age will probably play a bigger part in the world's affairs
than a Britain that seeks to remain at the center of a system. In times o crisis
Ultima Thule is the place to watch.
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WILLIAM R. VAN NEST

Glen Gardner
Winter coming down,
I climbed the long-sided hill
West of the village,
And found a pond among the trees;
And there was snow among the trees,
And where a partridge hid
Beneath the bitter-sweet.
Snow, moths on the water,
Stirred the brook-wise trout,
Shifting in the spruces' run.
In a circle about the pond
Were nineteen crows;
And when I turned,
They were flying away together,
Of! in the snowy air,
And became again
The coming stars.
Below in the darkening air,
Their snow-bearing branches,
And where the fishes stirred,
Shining ice.
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JOHN H. WILLETT

The Girl in the Gatto Bianco
For the third time I was returning to that beautiful island. To dissipate
the old dreams she had given me by making new ones, perhaps that was
why I kept coming back. Or then it may have been that something, in her
or in me, was dying—not with bile trilling out between two cracked old lips,
but slowly, gently, somewhere within a hidden vital principle. Standing on
the bow of the boat I could see her clearly outlined before me—a somnolent
jade in the twilight sun that seemed to have been created just for her. A
verdant plain sloped down to Marina Grande, where the local shopkeepers
had efficiently exploited all the available land, and then rose sharply to cliffs
at the northern end. No slaves bounced off the rocks into the green water
now; cruelty was a more refined thing, restricted to cabarets and palm-lined
gardens. Soon, perhaps tomorrow, the curtains would part, the iron gates
open, and I should find myself not seeking the secrets of my darling, but
sharing them. Now I was alone, my spirits elated and my suitcase filled with
tight shirts and thin-soled shoes. I came to her and left her, always alone in
person and fantasy, for I knew that she would have it no other way.
The boat docked, and I arrived on the quai just in time to get a bus for
the village of the plain. This was the first time I had come out of season, and
I began to wonder if I had done the right thing. On top, the square was
deserted, and many of the little shops closed; but it was seven o clock, and
they all might have been away, resting, preparing for the crystalline sins of a
Mediterranean night. I sat down in one of the wicker* chairs and ordered
coffee and a brioche. Bearing the hues of a thousand different odors, a zephyr
streamed across my face. I had been away for a long time, and she had sent
this wind to welcome and reprove me at once. In a short while I should rise,
seek my old hotel, and sink naked onto a great cool bed, with no obligation
except to hear her sighs, breathe her scents, love her because whether she tried
to deceive me and could not, or wanted to deceive me and would not, she was
there, ultimately needing only herself, to seize and to adore.
I picked up my suitcase and walked down Via Abruzzi to the walk
that followed the upper border of a grove of olive trees. The sun-raked sky
burned with a dying fury above the tops of the white-washed villas; through
the trees I saw the sea slowly changing from green to black. At the end of
the walk I turned left, up a worn flight of stone steps, and then left again
into a narrow, high-walled alley. At the end of the alley was to be my hotel,
but when I arrived, something had changed. Instead of leading into a garden,
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as I thought it would, the alley diverged and ran off in two opposite direc
tions, still bounded by high walls. I was sure that somewhere I had made a
mistake. I went all the way back to the olive grove to retrace my steps, only
to arrive again at the same place. 1 followed both these alleys—one led back
out to the square, and the other to a part of town that I had never seen before,
with many new little villas and clean modern hotels. I remembered that my
hotel had the same name as an American state—Florida, California, or some
thing like that, and explained this to a man I found walking in a garden.
"Ecco, La Floridiana." He laughed and sketched a little map on a slip
of paper. 1 followed it to a hotel that I had often passed without noticing
the name.
"I am looking for a small hotel," I told the clerk, "that has the name of an
American state."
"Here, right here!"
When I told him that I was not looking for this hotel, he assured me
that no other in the town bore the name of an American state. I was too tired
to go on looking. I took a room for the night, deciding that I should continue
my search tomorrow. It seemed ridiculous, having stayed in the hotel three
times, that I was now unable to find it; but perhaps my island had ordained
this, perhaps I was being at last put on the threshold of her secrets. I should
wait and see how I felt in the morning. As I walked upstairs, I asked the
bellboy if my room had a balcony.
"A balcony! It's got a great terrace facing the western shore. At eleven
or so you will go out and look at our moon. Beautiful, beautiful. I'll bring
you up a Punt e Mcs and some ice, and you can sit in the deck chair and
watch it for hours."
"No," I told him, "I'm tired."
"Too bad, you're going to miss a very serene moment."
"The moment will come again in exactly twenty-four hours."
"Not for you, it won't." The boy laughed merrily. "Look at it tonight
while the love in your heart is shapeless, a vagary, a shadow."
"All right! Bring me the Punt e Mes. Tonight at eleven I will observe
the moon."
Early the next morning I took a long bath, shaved, and phoned to have
my breakfast sent up. It was brought in by the same bellboy, who smiled as
he set the tray down on my night-table and asked me if I had enjoyed my
sleep.
"Of course, how does one not enjoy his sleep?"
"Ah, if it is fitful, if the one who sleeps is beset by a thousand leering
demons."
"Then it's not sleep; it's wakefulness."
"And of nightmares?"
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I looked at this familiar little boy with his smooth brown skin and black
.
eyes He seemed a leering demon himself.
"Do you live here?"
"Yes, my mother has a small villa on the northern bluff. I have never
been to the mainland in my life.'
"Don't you want to go? Don't you want to see the mainland? I was
irritated with myself at having acknowledged an interest in him, at forgiving
his presumptuous manner towards me.
"Why, no. Not at all. Sometimes I go down to the wharf and watch the
boats leaving. But leaving for what ? Everything I want that is not already
here comes here at one time or another.
"How old are you?"
"Sixteen."
"You're a clever boy for your age."
"Many have said that."
There was a moment of silence during which he looked at me keenly.
Then his lips curled back over two rows of perfect white teeth.
"Is there anything else you want, American?"
I turned, dropped a lump of sugar into my coffee, and stirred it. "No,
you can go."
"Then I suppose from now on you would prefer to have the German
maid wait on you? She is young, nineteen or twenty, with skin like cellophane
and small cheap jewelry around her neck.
"Get out of here, you filthy little brat!"
Still smiling, he bowed out the door and closed it softly behind him.
Later I walked down to Marina Piccola and changed into my bathing
suit. The pebbly little beach was crowded, but most of the people were speak
ing Italian. I was sure that they were the summer landowners who arrived
every year after the host of tourists had gone. I wanted to spend the whole
afternoon before the water, but I knew that I would burn myself if I did.
After a couple of hours I left and walked back to the piazza. But not until
four o'clock did it finally begin to fill up with people returning from the
beach. They walked dreamily into the square with their brown necks held
high, dressed in fantastically colored slacks and shirts, and letting their
wooden sandles clack carelessly on the cobblestones. These people knew my
island, and I could only get to her through them. There was something
about the way they laughed, ahout the way they sat graciously with one hand
hanging limply off the chair's arm, that told me this was their home, their
land. Someone put his hand on my shoulder. Without the slightest move
ment of my body, I turned my head all the way around.
"What are you doing here, Connor? And why haven't you phoned
me yet?"
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"Guido!"
"Come on over and join us. I'm with my family, in the corner."
Without waiting for me to reply, he turned and walked away. Guido
Scano of Staten Island, Florence, and my island, but mostly of my island.
Besides a shoe factory in the North, his father owned the boatline that ran
from the mainland. Four years ago I had met Guido on the beach and we
had become good friends. We kept up an intermittent correspondence. As I
never knew when I should find myself returning, 1 had never made any
fixed dates to meet him here. On my last two trips I had looked for him at the
family villa and both times found it abandoned. Now I was very glad to see
him; perhaps the doors of his house would be at last opened to me. On the
first trip he had come to the island by himself; but rather than take the
trouble of arranging the villa for a single week, he had instead stayed at a
hotel. I paid for my drinks and walked to his table.
Mrs. Scano smiled when Guido introduced me, either because she was
used to smiling, or because instead of proffering my hand, I made a slight
bow, keeping my eyes on hers. Mr. Scano had a Bronx accent, a broken nose,
and a pearl stickpin in his tie. Finally there was Annunciata, his sister, who
shrugged her eyes and turned away, as though I weren't worth the trouble. I
had no sooner sat down than Mrs. Scano said something about leaving the
children alone and left with her husband.
"Why didn't you tell me you were coming?" Guido was sitting between
Annunciata and me.
"I never know when I'm going to make it down here."
"You should have come earlier. We're leaving tomorrow morning."
My heart sank. They were the only residents I knew.
"Why, where are you going?"
"Back to Staten Island. We've been here three weeks now."
"You came over here just for three weeks. I'm impressed."
"No, what do you mean? We were up North for most of the summer."
"Oh, I see. And what about you, signorina?"
"What about me?"
"Are you still in college?"
"No, I've been a bad girl. I was expelled for debauching the fifteen-yearold son of a mathematics professor."
"How medieval!"
"Not really. He had a back like steel and great dark eyebrows that grew
together in the middle until I made him shave that part off."
"Guido, you have a very outspoken sister."
Laughing, he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. As he did so a
taut column of flesh ran from under his ear to the base of his throat. He
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looked wonderfully handsome and useless. For a moment I envied him for
all the women he had surely had.
"Yes, she's a little bitch. But don't believe that story. The boy was twentythree years old."
"But I still debauched him."
She stretched languidly and stood up. "Oh, nothing to do, nothing to do.
Guido shook my hand and left also. For a moment I was very sad; but like
any true artist, I could see that the fault lay perhaps in my tools, not in my
method. As I hurried back to my hotel, I was even glad that he had been busy
for the night. After all, the way was not unknown; I should surely meet
others as I passed along.
Once in my room I lay down and fell asleep. A few hours later I awoke,
showered and dressed. First there were the slender trousers with the small
black and white checked design. I took everything out of the pockets so that
they'd hang well. Next a loose black blouse with long sleeves which I rolled
up to the middle of my forearms. And finally a little yellow scarf tied care
lessly around my neck. I stepped out on the balcony and sipped my gin.
"You see how I preen for you. You see how I love you. Ah, God, but
you're beautiful." The villas looked serene and lovely. Down in the bay 1
could see the fishermen returning from their day's sail. With my fingers I
sprinkled a few drops of gin onto the island in a blessing.
A few more runs of the comb through my hair to make certain that it
was swe pt back in the island fashion, that no part remained—and I was ready.
The barber gave me a wonderful shave, complete with hot towels and a
face massage. He shaved me twice, once up and once down, rubbed a pumice
stone over my cheeks and neck, and finally sparyed me with a fragrant
tingling lotion that evaporated as quickly as it touched me.
For dinner I had canncllone, rnelanzana alia parmigiana and a rich
Malfino. The bisquet tortoni for dessert was perfect. I had two cups of coffee
and a brandy. It was eleven o'clock, the bars would be full. No mistake had
yet been made. The streets were thronged with people walking about aim
lessly. I turned straight up Via dei Perduti and walked into the Gatto Bianco.
Mario was sitting at the piano playing "Anything Goes."
When he finally noticed that I was beside him, he jumped up and
hugged me.
"You know that I can't stay away from this place."
"Porca miseria, che fortuna! La mia ispirazionel How long you gonna
stay?"
"I don't know, a few weeks. Come on, let me buy you a drink.
"Later, later, Adrian. Now I gotta play. You siddown. I join you, vengo
subito.
I took a table in the corner near the piano. He was a short man with a
stocky Neapolitan frame and a sharp, hawk-like nose. The waiter brought
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me a gin, telling me that Mario had asked him to send it over. I caught
Mario's eye, bunched my fingers against my mouth, and blew them apart
with a smacking sound. I knew he'd like that. I had nothing to fear from
him in the bar—there were too many people around. I could not see them
clearly—my eyes were getting bad at this time . . . but even with glasses I
should not have been able to distinguish very much in the dim little cellar.
Mario came over a few minutes later, ordered two more drinks, and asked
me what 1 had been doing.
"Nothing, going to school in Perugia."
"You're a good boy. And you look good. You look like a dago."
"I'm glad. I try to very hard."
"I'm glad you try."
He was starting to ask me another question when a man appeared
from the dance floor carrying a stool and sat down at our table. "Mario, my
dear, good evening." He was dressed in green slacks and a yellow shirt and
he spoke with a cold London accent. "I saw you talking with this delightful
boy and just had to come over. Does he speak English?"
"Yes, he does," I said coldly.
"Vai via, David, this is a good friend/'
"Is he straight?"
"Like an arrow, lover," I answered, looking over his head at a mural on
the wall. A man behind the bar called Mario back to the piano, and I found
myself alone with the Englishman.
"Straight, what a pity. You looked like a good trick."
I took the swizzle stick out of the drink and ran it across my tongue.
Try Savona, I've been told there's nice trade in the waterfront bars."
"Too rough. I'm afraid of that maritime stuff. Sure you won't come and
have a drink at my place?"
"You're mad, fellah."
"No, I'm not. You ought to succumb. Strife is not nature's way of
progress."
"Who said I want to progress?"
"What do you want to do?"
"Stagnate."
"You can't. We either go forwards or backwards."
"Are you trying to tell me that you represent progression?"
"Yes, if your staying here represents regression."
"All right, then, I'll regress."
He sat back in the chair and looked at me smiling. "What's your name?"
"Adrian."
"Look, Adrian, give in to me. Competition is not the law of life, but of
death."
"Who's competing?"
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"You are."
"You're outrageously presumptuous. In a minute I'm going to ask you
to go."
"Afraid?"
"Hardly."
"Live a little."
"I am." 1 was on my fifth drink and beginning to feel very content.
"Have you ever been to America?"
"Unfortunately yes. I went to college there."
"Then I must tell you of my work. I have finished both libretto and score
for the first two acts of the greatest opera that shall ever be written. It s called
Panic in the Junior League."
"How wonderful."
"The first act takes place at Choate on a dance week-end. Paul, the hero,
has invited down a date. Her name is Phoebe, and she s a student at Chapin.
"What's that?"
"A school in New York where girls learn how to stay afloat in
vichyssoise."
"Go on."
"Paul is bird-dogged by the captain of the ski team, who later turns out
to be a girl."
"Poor Paul."
"During the entire second act he spends his time trying to win her back.
Under the clock at the Biltmore they sing a beautiful duo called, I Mean,
You Know.' She wavers between the captain of the ski team and Paul.
"Do you know what the third act will be?'
"Oh yes. Having failed to win Phoebe back, Paul stabs her to death
with her circle-pin. Operas always end with the death of the lovers or their
marriage. In the last scene, before abominating her body, Paul sings of the
glorious time they shall pass together. You see, Paul is a necrophiliac. The
curtain falls as he is pulling the tennis sneakers off her lifeless form.
"Not bad, not bad at all. What happened to the captain of the ski team?
"She goes back to Choate. She was only a junior." As I finished this
sentence two couples appeared in the doorway and stood there looking
around the room for a place to sit down. One of the girls was dark, with
black hair and deep black eyes. She was beautiful. "You must go quickly, old
chap," I said to David. "Suddenly I loathe you."
"My God, you look almost as though you mean it."
"I do. I'm not strong, but I'm drunk enough not to care. Get out,
quickly."
He sneered at me and got up. I had to make room for these couplesmotioned to them that they could sit at my table, and they came over. The
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boy started to tell me in bad Italian that there were only three stools. "Don't
worry," I said, "I'll get another." Of course they had no choice when I came
back. They had to invite me to join them. I got a fifth stool and we all sat
down. They were French, but fortunately they spoke English well. The
black-haired girl was named Isabelle. A few drinks later I asked her to dance.
"Do you know what your name means?" I asked her when we found
ourselves in the middle of the dance floor.
"Yes, I know. I was born here."
Keeping her in my arms, I stopped dancing for a moment and looked at
her closely. "How long did you live here?"
"Five years. I moved away before I really learned any Italian, though.
Such a beautiful language, it's a shame."
"Do you still live here?"
"I come back every now and then, but we sold our house long ago."
I started dancing again, holding my head back a little so that I could see
her face. Her eyes, her brows, her lashes, all black. Her hair was piled up in a
mass on her head. I wanted to pull the comb out and let it fall down.
"I am a little drunk, but will you believe me if I tell you that you are the
most beautiful, wonderful girl that I have ever met in my life?"
She looked into my eyes. Her smile might have meant anything.
"Will you believe me if I tell you that I may have gone half-way around
the world to meet you?"
She laughed.
"And finally, will you believe me when I say that I'd rather dine with no
one than you tomorrow, and the day after and the day after that?"
"I should like nothing better, but I'm afraid it's quite out of the question."
"Nothing is out of the question unless you make it so."
"Come now, banality doesn't suit you here."
"Please have dinner with me. Just once. Then I'll never bother you again."
"You're not bothering me now."
"Then why won't you let me take you out?"
She squeezed my hand and laughed. "Because nothing will come of it
but sadness."
"For whom, for me?"
"Why yes, I think so."
"Might you not be investing yourself with powers that you don't have?"
"I have a feeling that you're not a very resilient person."
She was not smiling anymore. I averted her glance by reaching for my
cigarettes. "I wish you didn't speak English so well."
"What are you doing here?"
"What do you mean? Here on this island?"
"Well, yes."
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"Oh, I'm vacationing, I suppose."'
"Are you here alone ?"
"Yes."
"Then I tell you what. Be in the piazza tomorrow night at eight o'clock.
You can come and have dinner with the rest of us."
"I'd love to. With more time I'll be able to prove my resilience to you."
"Perhaps." She stepped back from me a bit. "Perhaps you will. And now
why don't you ask the piano player for a Latin American dance. I haven't
done one in a long time."
We were standing just beside Mario. I leaned down and whispered into
his ear. He grinned at me.
"She's nice. You like her, huh?"
"I adore her."
"Ah, what a pity. But I'll play your song anyway."
She twirled, sidestepped, dipped and bowed until I finally just stopped
dancing to watch her. Mario started to play faster and faster, but she kept
right up with him.
"It was a bedbug, that found his way into all that treasure
That bug—sure was lucky to find that area."
She was so fresh and wonderful looking—a thousand dreams not two
feet away from me. I would not make a single mistake—to smile secretly at
the comments of her friends, speaking only often enough to show them that
I knew; to move slowly, making every physical and verbal gesture effortless.
That was all it was going to take. I congratulated her and asked her to teach
me the dance.
"It's not at all difficult," she said as we walked back to the table. "I'll
teach it to you tomorrow."
We hadn't been sitting more than a few minutes when one of the boys
said something to her in French, and she told me that they were going
to leave.
"Oh, not yet. Please. You've hardly been here a half hour."
"I'm sorry," she said, "but these are my friends."
"Tell me, what beach do you go to? Why don't we go swimming
tomorrow?"
"I don't go to the beach," she answered, smiling yet.
"But you must, look at how brown you are."
"That's just my face and arms. They're exposed anyway."
Before I could speak, she had risen and was walking towards the door
with her friends. I started to get up and follow them, but slumped back down
almost immediately. What was the use?—I'd see her tomorrow at the piazza,
decked out and preened for my beauty like a courtier. Time stretched out be
fore me like a desert. 1 ordered another drink and leaned back against the
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wall. No evil could come to me here, in this little cavern on my island. Maybe
no good, either. Well, so what, neither was involved in the situation. And per
haps I shouldn't have cared even if they were.
The next day 1 stayed at the beach only long enough to get a little sun
burn. 1 knew that in the evening it would look like a tan. Back at my hotel, I
was just falling asleep when someone knocked at the door. I hardly managed
to get the sheet over me before the bell boy came in.
"Listen, my rude boy, one knocks and then he waits. Do you under
stand?"
He smiled. "We are both men. What's the difference?"
"It's just impolite, that's all. Now what do you want?"
"I came to see if you needed anything."
"I have everything 1 could possibly wish for."
"Yes, I believe you do. Did you meet somebody nice last night?"
I was amazed by his perception. "Yes, as a matter of fact I did. Why?"
"I knew you would, that's all. Are you going to see her again?"
"Tonight. I'm having dinner with her and her friends. That reminds
me. You might polish my shoes."
"You see, you did need something."
"Had you not come in the room I should have left without their being
polished. I'm just taking advantage of an opportunity."
"Yes," he said staring at me intently, "there are so many that we miss."
"You're too young to philosophize. Now take my shoes and go."
"What color polish do you want on them?"
"What color are the shoes?"
"Black."
"So?"
"People often put ox-blood polish on black shoes to give them a more
subtle hue."
"Oh, for God's sake. Put whatever you want on them. Just have them
back by 7:30."
"Yes, my lord," he said in English.
I laughed. "You really are an amazing child. Someday I may take you
on as my valet."
"That would please me immensely," he said, walking out with my shoes.
I called when the door was almost shut, "And tomorrow you can send
up the German maid." I saw the door start to open again; but then he must
have changed his mind about saying something, and it closed softly.
At eight o'clock I was on the square, wearing my checked slacks instead
of the striped ones on the night before, and a dark maroon shirt with a black
kerchief around my neck. She and the others were already there. I could tell
immediately from the way the two boys were dressed that my selection of
clothing had been perfect. For an hour or so, mostly ignored by the other
25

i

three, Isabelle and I talked about what we had done that day. She was just
finishing a book on Margaret of Burgundy and her sister.
"You know," she said, "often they would invite a beautiful young man
to their bed, pass the night with him together, and the next morning have
him decapitated and dumped into the Seine."
"Yes, I know. It must have been a delightfully ..." I stopped short.
Drawing slowly into the square was a great open car with a chauffeur and a
bull of a man slouched in the back seat. Cars never entered the square, it was
too small and tightly packed with tables. I watched as the waiters, after asking
certain people to get up, moved the tables that were blocking the passage.
As it creeped on, the car hit a table that had not been pulled back far enough
and knocked it over. The man in the back stood up and started swearing
loudly. He soon became red in the face, coughing and stuttering. After
a moment he fell back down into the seat. One of the waiters apolo
gized, moved the table, and the car passed on slowly and disappeared down a
narrow alley. After some commotion the tables were moved back and the
people sat down.
"Who the devil was that?" I asked, feeling that I had to after showing
so much interest.
"He owns many hotels here. He's got some disease and can't walk. I'm
surprised that you haven't seen him before."
"Why doesn't he just get a wheel chair?"
Who knows? But as I said, the island is half his, so I suppose he's
entitled to do as he wishes."
We had dinner in a restaurant next to the olive grove I had passed on my
first day. Isabelle's relation with the others puzzled me. The two boys seldom
spoke to me, yet they did not seem to resent my presence; and one of them
even asked me if I should like to go water skiing with him the next day.
While we were waiting for dessert, I wondered if I could ask her to take a
walk in the grove with me. It might just be going too far. A couple of times
during dinner the boy next to her had placed his hand lightly on her arm
when he asked a question. But I was giddy from the wine and decided to
ask nevertheless. She said something quickly to the others in French and
nodded. A moment later we were walking slowly through the olive trees.
The moon shown down lightly. If we stood very still, we could hear the
sounds of people shouting on the wharf far below. I pulled some olives off a
branch and gave her one. She took it out of her mouth almost immediately.
"It's bitter. They're not ripe yet."
"Sorry, I wouldn't have given you one if I'd know that."
"It's all right. How could you know."
She looked so beautiful. I grabbed her two hands and kissed them.
"How long are you going to stay here?"
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"I don't know," she said, taking her hands gently out of mine. "A week,
maybe, ten days."
"And then where?"
"Back to Paris to finish my studies."
For some reason I did not dare tell her that 1 too should be there for the
coming year. Perhaps I wanted to save my arrival for a surprise
"Who are the other two people you're with? Sometimes fee aw war
before them; they hardly ever spoke to me during dinner."
"Frederique and Alain are engaged."
"And you and the other boy?"
,
"Robert? I've known him for a long time. We re very close.
"How do you mean?" I said, turning aw ay from her to look out at the sea.
"I don't know. We're very close, that's all."
"Move°him. 1 don't know-1 don't know how he feels about me really.
He's changed so much in the past year. 1 love him."
There it was. 1 did not know quite what to say. Suddenly the orchard,
the sea, and the moon might have been a dirty back-yard. Could it really be
that 1 did not stand a chance all along? 1 walked a few paces away and
leaned against a tree. Minutes passed when neither of us spoke. Finally,
happy voice, she asked me what I was thinking about.
"You know perfectly well."
"I'm sorry. Perhaps it was wrong to ask you to dinner.
"You should have taken me at my word last night."
"What do you mean?"
"I told you that I'd travelled half-around the world just to meet you.
"You had drunk too much."
,. , „.
, ,
"But it just made me a little more outspoken and frank. I approached
and looked straight into her eyes. "Before you leave this island will you let
me make love to you?" I did not feel like a fool even when she laughed.
"No, of course not."
,
"Don't refuse so flippantly," I said, laughing now myself. You might
help everyone involved—
"You^frienTwould become jealous and come back to you; and I'd have
a beautiful moment to cherish forever.
"What my
me instead?"
"He won't. He loves you. You've got to jolt him a little, that s all.
"And how will it help you to have a beautiful moment?" ^
Lightly I brushed a small green caterpillar off my sleeve. Love is like
the universe. As it grows, matter is always being created. The proportion o
matter to space always stays the same. Do you see this.
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"Yes."
But some say that as the universe grows there is no new creation of
matter. The stars just get farther and farther apart; the universe gets emptier
and emptier. As I get further and further from where I started experience,
my loves get more and more distant, more vague. My life gets emptier and
emptier. By giving me yourself, you keep the ratio of love and life steady.
The proportion of love to life stays the same."
"But how will that help you?"
"Do you want my life to be empty?"
"But what of compassion?"
"No, that doesn't enter the picture at all."
She tipped her head slightly. But who's to determine the correct propor
tion ? Maybe one to a lifetime is all its supposed to be."
"Maybe," I said, "but no one can say. I'm inclined to think it isn't."
"Have you had many loves?"
"Not as many as I should have had."
She said nothing.
"You're not mad at me, are you?"
She turned to face me and smiled. "No, of course not." With her hand
on the back of my neck, she pressed her cheek to mine and whispered in my
ear, Of course not. There s just no room for me in your universe."
Before I left that night I asked if I could see her again.
No was all she said. I tried to hold her but she slipped away and ran
down the road after her friends.
The days passed slowly. I would start my search for her every evening
about eight, going first to the restaurants, and, later, to the bars. When I
went to the Gatto Bianco I avoided Mario. I did not want him to know that
she was no longer with me. The Eden Roc{, Quisisana, 11 Pipistrello—\ tried
them all. Eventually I even began passing the afternoons by the funicular,
hoping that she might be going down to the wharf. The island was so small,
but she seemed to have disappeared. The beach, the piazza, the little shops on
the Via Abruzzi. It was impossible. On the morning of the ninth day after I
met her I prayed to the island, "Don't hide her, don't take her." Late that
night as 1 was walking back to my hotel from the piazza, one of the little
buses that goes up to the village on the northern bluff went by. Framed in
the window of the bus, her head bowed, her hands resting on the seat before
her was the answer to my prayer. I rushed to a taxi, jumped in, and told
the driver to take me up the mountain as fast as he could.
"An extra thousand lira if you make it before the bus," I promised. The
car was almost identical to the old man's which had entered the square—long
and open, like an old touring car. The only difference was that the taxi had a
canopy on it that ran up to the windshield, a little green roof with tassles that
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hung down from the edge. The road followed the cliffs, twisting around
and around as it went up to the summit. When I looked out I could see the
sea all sparkling and black below .The air cooled slightly as we went higher,
but I felt nothing except a nervous elation. Suddenly, after rounding a sharp
turn, the bus careened into sight. "Don't pass the bus. I'll give you a thousand
lira anyway." She was there, just ahead of me, I had nothing to worry about.
What a fool I had been, never giving a thought to the northern bluff. Few
people went there. I knew there were some pensions and small hotels; but
they were mostly for people from the mainland who came out only for the
week-ends. Strange that she would stay there.
When the bus stopped at the top, the taxi drew up behind it. I stepped
out on the opposite side to the passenger door of the bus. The taxi turned
away and disappeared back down the mountain. I did not dare raise my
head for fear that she would see me as she was getting off the bus and realize
that I had followed her. After the bus pulled away, I raised my head slowly.
She would be there, troubled, disturbed by my reappearance.
But she was not there. Three old women and a fisherman carrying his
nets were saying good night. Dumbly I looked after the bus as it gathered
speed. "Hey!" I called softly at first, and then "Hey!" again much louder.
"Wait! I want to get on!" Then I broke into a run, a steady desperate dash
after the bus that was taking her away. I ran and ran, down the palm-lined

*
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road, past gated villas and dark orchards. I ran even after the bus was out of
sight, holding my head high and clenching my fists. The change in my pocket
was shaking and clinking; I pulled it out and threw it onto the road. I ran
and ran—my lungs started to hurt and I had a sour taste of tobacco in the
back of my mouth. I ran and fell and jumped up and kept on running. My
hands stung from the fall; my white pants were ripped in one knee and I
could see blood soaking through them. Then the bus passed me coming back,
empty. I could not be far. I must have been running five minutes more before
I arrived at a little square. I stopped and gasped for breath. The only roads
leading off it were dirt ones. This had to be the bus terminus. I tried to call
her name, but I just started coughing and choking. I fell down onto a bench.
Finally 1 regained my breath. I stood up and screamed as loudly as I could,
"Isabelle!" I cupped my hands to my mouth and screamed again, "Isabelle,
Isabelle." A light went on and a man leaned out of a window to tell me to
shut up. There was nothing else to do. I started walking slowly back down
the road. In fifteen minutes I arrived at a little bar called the Red Lantern. I
entered the bathroom immediately, cleaned up, and went back out to have a
drink. It was three o'clock, but a few couples were still dancing quietly. 1 sat
at bar so that no one could see my torn and bloody slacks. The cool gin
soothed my throat.
"Do you know most of the people who come in here?" I asked the
bartender.
"Most of them."
"Do you know a French girl, a beautiful French girl with black eyes
and long black hair piled on her head."
He called to a boy on the dance floor, who came over to the bar. He was a
short, blotchy-faced boy. I recognized him from the bars below. The bartender
asked him if he knew the girl.
"I think I know of her. She usually stays in a pension up here with
some friends."
"Another girl and two boys?"
"Yeah, I think so."
"Where is the pension?"
"I don't know the name, but you follow a dirt road leading off Piazza
Tiberio."
"That's up the road a ways?"
"Yeah."
"Which dirt road do I follow?"
"The one just opposite this road where it leads into the piazza."
"Thanks, thanks a lot. Do you know the girl's last name?"
"No. A friend of mine was here a few days ago and tried to make her.
Isabelle, I don't remember the rest."
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How could he talk about her like that? I thanked him and left.
"She's nice stuff, uno pezzo. I don't blame you," he called as I walked
out the door.^

j deaned

up> took a bus to the

Piazza Tiberio and

followed the dirt road which that blotchy-faced little stinker had told me to.
I got to the pension. It was at the very end with a little wooden sign stuck
in the garden. The owner, an old woman, told me that Isabelle and her
friends had left around seven o'clock to get the early boat back to the main
land. When I asked for her last name she looked at me suspiciously.
"Why, don't you know her?"
„
"Oh yes. But I want to write her a letter and I'm not sure of the spelling.
I'd find her in Paris, all I needed was the last name.
"What's her name?" she asked, narrowing her eyes.
"Why, uh ... Isabelle."
"Her last name."
"Well, you see, I'm not sure, that's what
"
"Isabelle's friends know her name," she said and slammed the door shut.
I couldn't believe it. After all that had happened, was this dirty old^hag
to come between me and the one I loved? For five minutes I pounded on
the door with my fists and tried to explain, but she would not come back.
I stayed on the island another week, vaguely hoping that she would just
appear, on the piazza or walking through the door of a bar. One night got
drunk, went back to the pension, and told the woman that 1 had to hnd her.
"I love her," I pleaded, "where is she?"
On the evening I was to leave, the bell-boy asked me if he might carry
my bag to the boat.
"I can do it myself, thank you."
"It's too bad that you never got to meet the German maid.
"Perhaps you're right. Next trip."
"Ah no, she goes back to her lover in Germany next month.
"A pity for me."
"Yes, he said with an impish smile. "It is."
The island was deserted now, except for the residents. I had a coffee on
the wharf before getting aboard. As the boat pulled out I stood in the stern
and looked back to the island. The sun was setting behind the far side, and a
halo of red hung over the northern bluffs. I thought I had known her so
well, my island. Why did I not go up there in the first place ? Now it would
be a long time before I could return, and who knows what might be changed.
Had I gotten closer to her? I could not tell. Maybe the secret did not lie in
palm-lined gardens at all. Isabelle—surely she had the secret, was the secret,
stood on the stern for a long time, facing the island so that no one would see
the tears running down my face.
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The Radiant Body
wondering if white
drapepattern cold light snow maze
chill blossoms mindless
silences in all
four angles of this room
Like Tygers!
iii
sweeping out my room
found God squatting in a chrner
indifferent
as a huge lizzard
iv
brown dirty orange haired neighbor's monkey
swings summer
on man trapeze
in green summer shadows
rough men walk orangely
vi
neon light, no eyes
here, moon
yellows ... tin sign
rang danging banging
vii
postcards dirty yellow staring
night, silence. When the moon dies.
viii
Sitting by a lake watching the bridge
collapse.
An old woman leans against a tree.
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JOHN GERLACH

Bergman's Talkies
The uninitiated remark on their first Bergman, How many times do
you see it before you understand it?" The initiated gr oan.
His works are rarely films—they are usually filmed dramas. The Brin/{
of Life, an early work, uses cinematic effects only to show the swinging doors
of the operating room. The remainder is talk. Bergman is always talk. Char
acters discourse interminably upon the regeneration of feeling. The boy in
Through a Glass Darkly, seduced by his sister in the course of the film,
remarks, "Father talked to me!" indicating that his father has experienced a
regeneration of sentiment, that he himself has received the affection he
desired, and more fortuitously, that the film is over. A dramatic ending,
perhaps, but not an ending for a film because the image before the viewer
becomes only an adjunct to the words.
Wild Strawberries is Bergman's most successful effort. His skill in show
ing the nuances of his actors' expressions is utilized to the fullest. The
woodenness and pomposity that often unbalance his productions here are
advantageous because they contrast to effects proper to the film, and no
other medium. Unquestionably the image of the parents is one of the most
powerful images, in context, of the film world. It is time full, time brimming
over, and this time finds its expression in the apprehension of space, the
distance between the viewer and the parents, who are separated from the
onlooker by a small inlet. A barely perceptible movement by the parents
toward the viewer gives the scene visual life and is the first dream of Isak s in
which someone has reacted favorably to him. And the fishing pole who
could explain it—its gentle arch is an eternal reply to the lowering clouds in
the distance and the very slight ripple of waves. This effect belongs solely
to films, and it is such effects that raise this film above the pompous level of
most of Bergman's talkies.
Another of Bergman's best scenes is the conversation over the dinner
table with Marianne, Isak, and the three young travelers. The usually dull,
soporific camera angles are made interesting by quick rotation of frontal
focuses, and by group focuses which must include diagonals whether Berg
man wants them or not. Behind the disputing figures stands the sea, the
beaches, and the neighboring countryside. A mute, stretching wide before
'he voluble yet strained humans. Such contrast is best termed cinematic.
During the scene Isak drinks a glass of wine (communion scenes are Berg
man favorites) and in his own unimposing last supper he speaks of Christ,
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the friend he cannot find, and the power that expresses itself in the flowers
and wind. That power is manifested in the rush of sound of the final dream—
the wind moving the boughs, the rough sea, the sound of birds, which pro
ceeds the powerful calm and slight movement of the miraculous fishing scene.
Another favorite Bergman scene, the rescue of the baby from the storm,
is also a success. Sara runs blithely yet hurriedly down a hillside—an achieve
ment in itself in Bergman's constipated camera action—and from the stormthreatened night comforts the child, via "talkie," but then runs to a heavily-lit
house and is whisked in by her waiting husband. The scene has power
because of its movement and juxtaposition of images.
Another well-photographed scene involves Sara at the piano, being
kissed by Sigfrid, a scene perhaps ruined for us because we expect the intro
duction of a perfume ad. The slow, secure, precise, unexciting piano piece
is the spirit of Isak, the spirit that he will impose upon Sara, but the spirit
she rejects before the mystery of Sigfrid.
The list of Bergman failures is rather long. Yet Wild Strawberries re
mains a success because the frigid scenes serve to offset the sudden moments
of visual success. With Bergman such is not usually the case, and his later
films, especially Through a Glass Darkly, indicate that Wild Strawberries
was a success almost by accident, for Bergman returns to situations dramatic
rather than cinematic. It can be validly asserted that Bergman's studies of
his character's faces is successful, but despite this, the dramatic is not valid
for the cinematic unless used as a foil, as certain portions of Wild Strawberries
are. In tribute to the actors, Isak is done with tremendous talent, a skill
perceptible only after several viewings. At the close, after the final dream,
the visitation of grace, the expression of involuntary memory recaptured,
Isak wakes in fear—his eyes and his lips express it, only for an instant—and
then sudden relaxation, as the chord associated with the dream returns. Such
subtle changes dominate his performance. This is Bergman's intention—to
show faces—and he succeeds only when his actors do. Their success, however,
is not enough to make a good film.
Poor scenes badly damage the film. A prime example is the monologue
of the wife after her seduction, a speech which takes as long as the marvelous
seduction rite of the pork-chop-whiskered peacock, a speech which relates to
us only the fact that her husband did not feel sorry for her. The conversation
robs the earlier scene of tis power; a more perceptive director, a Truffaut,
would have either dropped it or narrated parts during the seduction. Besides
being dead weight, we lose sight of the scene as a representation of a recurrent
dream, a constant torture for Isak, and take it instead as the dramatic revela
tion of a single instant.
Scenes in cars are annoying. They are largely repetitious and intensely
boring because they are not cinematic. Marianne and Isak peck at each other,
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but a briefer selection would be more effective. Bergman generally abides by
the fallacy that time under the camera must equal time in life. Such a concep
tion is used in Antonioni's La Notte, but here serves only to induce an un
pleasant tension. Tension should be an integral part of such a film, but
Bergman overworks it by staying too long with his characters. His lengthy
views of Evald, a parody of stone death, of that which his father fears most,
obscure his steely coldness simply because we see his sedimentary face so
long. Sudden contrast forces the reader to study visual images much more
carefully than concentration.
An additional unpleasant scene is the repetitive accusation of Isak which
follows the lively comic scene of the dinner table dominated by the swinish
matriarch. Sara relates her disappointment by conversation, but we already
know too much about Isak's lack of feeling.
Bergman's comedy deserves some attention. It is thoroughly delightful
and impressed the audience by its verbal texture, translation accepted. Yet this
kind of humor leads a movie in the wrong direction. It draws attention to
conversation, a dramatic feature, and weakens the power of pictures, the
cinematic feature, which often become only an illustration for words. The
texture of a drama is not the same as that of a movie. The comedy, in fact,
serves often as diversion, for what association do Victor and Anders, the
quarreling youths, have with the story ? They of course toss about a few Gods,
loves, etc., which any Bergman character can do with one hand tied to his
mouth. It is little more than slapstick, pleasant perhaps, but it makes the
transition back to the static scenes, themselves often unpleasant, even more
difficult. However, the most brilliant point of comedy, the use of Agda, is
central to the movie. Agda is both comic lover and comic mother to Isak,
showing that love and affection are not always tortured. For it is a child
that Isak wants to be, to have his parents' love, to have Sara who saves her
child from the storm protect him as both mother and lover—the same relation
he holds comically with Agda.
Bergman's pomposity deserves a few leaks in the water wagon. The brief
interpolation of Christ's suffering (which Isak has avoided) upon the nail,
before the examination, punctures not Isak s hand but the film s texture. It is
too obviously symbol, too visually out of line, since it serves no realistic
purpose. The first dream sequence is successful not because of the rather
ludicrous symbols, the coffin, the clock without hands, and the nearly faceless
man. The dream succeeds because of the masterful camera work that sets
off the old man against black and white backgrounds and because of the
suspense and horror created by silence, careful camera transitions, and con
trast to camera movement in the larger context of the work. The clock is a
useless literary symbol because the camera work is the cinematic way of
showing that this is a moment without time, a moment of impotence.
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Many proofs of Isak's egotism are literary. Evald, Isak's son, owes his
father a certain sum, which Isak insists must be repaid. The assertion that
Isak is a man interested in the letter of law, not the feeling of generosity of
father to son, is a verbal, a literary, not a visual demonstration of lack of
feeling.
If the clock, the faceless man and the coffin are unsuccessful symbols,
the wild strawberries have a happier fate. They are to some extent literary,
for the poignant quality they evoke in Isak can be told, but not related
visually, unless we concentrate on the visual expression of Isak's suffering,
which can never equal its verbal equivalent. But the visual quality of the
strawberries does justify its use. They are the richness of the past neglected,
the strawberries spilled by Sara, the passion ignored or misshandled. Yet they
are also the bursting quality to be revealed in the immortal fishing scene. The
strawberries are seen in a particularly ripe quality after a shot of a heavy
cumulus cloud, exploiting the same quality of tension within bounds, the
sense of time and space full that dominates the fishing scene with the parents.
Such success mingled with error is a demonstration of Bergman's need
to master the film idiom. Much of his success belongs to his actors. For
example, a scene near the end in which Marianne meets her husband after
the trip, is evocative because of the reserve of Evald and the shy radiance of
Marianne. As Evald turns, she follows behind, eyes cast down, a slight smile,
a superb image of her isolation and her love, yet Bergman clutters the scene
with shots of Victor and Agda before proceeding up the stairs.
I doubt the reader feels closer to the reality of Wild Strawberries, for
this is not by any means a full account. A mere recounting of scenes to show
how they build up to the release of the fishing scene, the evocation of love
and emotion, will not succeed because the film must stand or fall on the
imagery, not on its literary equivalent. The image must release and I believe
it does. Bergman stumbled upon beauty.
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MICHAEL R. BURR

Le Morte De La Reine
Launcelot! Noble Launcelot of Table Round
Slept in cloister, upon cold ground—
Launcelot! Noble Launcelot the bold
Had 'come a priest, and Launcelot was old.
The flesh so fair in ages past
Was thin and gaunt: he suffered from the fast
And penance he endured. Six years
Had passed since he had soothed the tears
His sins evoked by donning the cloak
Of priesthood. And in that span seven folk
From Camelot, bold knights, and true,
Reached Canterbury, and took Monk's habit, too:
For they saw that Launcelot, once fair—
Now old—wore robes of black and shirt of hair.
Launcelot—Launcelot now old,
Whose body trembled from the cold—
Slept restless sleep, troubled by sin,
While night the Monkery walled in.
Fair Guenivere, once to his sin the host,
Was fair no more; but apparition—ghost!—
Of she who was. Her golden hair
Which once cascaded over shoulders bare
And gave up fragrance to Launcelot's touch
Was grey; the face which England loved so much
Was aged, and gaunt; wrinkled and warn—
Caressing hands once soft were torn.
In years now dim, Guenivere became a nun,
But now the hoary abbess's life was done.
Her body, swathed in silk, was lain abed
Awaiting Death, who stalked beflanked by Dread.
Fair Guenivere—once queen to England's head
Closed her eyes, and Guenivere was dead.
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And through the night the Abbess died he slept:
Yet thrice a vision came to him. He wept
For Guenivere, for Love's life was lost:
The goddess once so soft and warm was frost.
A seraph came to Canterbury and lifted darkness' cloak;
A cherub came to Launcelot and shook him: he awoke.
The darkness gone, the crimson dawn
Threw off the last of night:
Though eyes were closed, distance deposed,
Launcelot viewed her plight.
"Awake, Sir Priest," the angels said,
"Queen Guenivere is dead!"
Launcelot was placed 'pon ancient steed;
His old eyes cried to slake the need
Of mourning heart: for soul-fel; loss,
Then dried his tears, and bore his cross.
Thus on sad morn, the knight forlorn,
(Besought by tears, and years, and worn)
Mounted once more to saddled heights
And rode to read his queen's last rites.
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AMON LINER

Comments on the Wagner Poets:
Wagner Literary Magazine, No. 3
All of the writers represented in "The Little Anthology of Wagner
Poets" have some facility, have some off-beat things to say, have some desire
to break out of neo-traditional conventions; but with one exception, they lack
identity; it is not their own techniques and their own voices which they
are using.
The one exception is Jonathan Greene, who, although he owes something
to W. C. Williams for both his technique and his tone, still manages to speak
his own convictions with his own voice. In words for a friend, the one poem
of his represented, there are many flat places, spots which seem to lack the
energy of either rhythm or substance to make them interesting, but which
are compensated for by passages which move with some power under their
own terms. One of these passages might serve as a capsule review for the
other poets gathered together with him.
I would rather
your mind
grew into
harder substance
and could hold ground
Anne Fessenden, also unfortunately represented by only a small selection,
has listened to herself more than to the siren tunes of other wrtiers wordsticks. Number two of her selection entitled Poems of Unfaithfulness has
some strange conviction to it, although like the others it seems strained and
overdone.
The bums are pushing me out of my underworld
I have been caught by
thorns on the flowers I plundered
Now they are hanging
down my throat
The other poets all speak in a far away and almost inaudible tone, they
in a voice muffled by a heavy curtain of derivative techniques. Perhaps
the worst single poet represented here, and therefore the most outstanding,
blatant example, is George Semsel. To read his two poems, The Eyes of

speak
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Picasso and When Willard Maas Dies, is not to read George Semsel but
watered down versions of Lawrence Ferlinghetti and Dan Propper. A quota
tion from the beginning of The Eyes of Picasso placed alongside some beginnings culled from various Ferlinghetti poems will show the closeness of the
relationship.
(Semsel)
The eyes of Picasso
are the death eyes of the world
(Ferlinghetti)
In Goya's greatest scenes we seem to see
the people of the world
• # #

Picasso's acrobats epitomize the world
• # *

We squat upon the beach of love #
among Picasso mandolins struck full of sand
# # *
Kafka's Castle stands above the world
a last bastile
of the Mystery of Existence
*** # * #
The other poets have twisted the tricks they have learned at least some
what to their own use, but on the whole are much more interested in playing
with their beautiful shiny gimmicks of technique than in saying anything
with power or interest.
The best that can be said of the Wagner poets as a group is that they are
better than the Kenyon poets; unfortunately this is probably the most
damning bit of praise they will ever receive.
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